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How could'ft thoudrayne the Life-blood of the Child, 
To bid the Father wipe his eyes withal!, 

And yet be feene to bcare a Womans face ? 

Women are fofc.milde^ittifull^and flexible; 
Thou^fternCjobdurate.flintic^roughjremorfelefle. 

Bidft thou me rage? why now thou haft thy wifh. 
Would’ft haue me weepe? why now thou haft thy will. 
For raging Wind biowes vp inceflant (Lowers, 

And when the Rage allayes,the Ralne begins# 

Thefc Tearcs arc my fwcet Rittlands Obfequies, 

And euery drop crycs vengeance for his death, 

Gainft thee tell Clifford, and thee falfc French-woman# 
Northumb. Bcfhrew mCjbot his pafTions moucs me fo, 
That hardly can I check my eyes from Teares. 

Torke . That Face of his, 

The hungry Caniballs would not haue toucht. 

Would not haue ftayn’d with blood: 

But you are more inhtimane^orc inexorable, 

Oh,tennc times more then Tygers of Hyrcania. 
Sce,ruthIe(Te Qnecne,a hapleflfc Fathers Teares: 

1 his Cloth thou dipd’ft in blood of my fwcet Boy, 

And-I with Teares doe wafh the blood away. 

Keepe thou the Napkin % aitd goc boaft of this, 

And if thou tell’ft the heauie ftorie right, 

Vpon my Soule,the hearers will fhed Teares : 

Yea,euen my Foes will (Led faft-falling Teares, 

And fayjAlaSj it was apittious deed# 

There,take the Cvowne,and with the Crownc,my Curfc, 
And in thy ncedjluch comfort come to thee. 

As now I reape at thy too crucll hand. 

Hard-hearted Clifford,tike me from the World, 

My Soule to Heauen,my Blood vpon your Heads. 

Northumb. Had he been flaughter-man to all my Kinne, 
I fhould not for my Life buc weepc with him. 

To fee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule. 

Queen. Whac,weeping ripe,my Lord Northumberlandt 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly drie thy melting Teares. 

Clifford. Heerc’s for my Oath, hcere’s for my Fathers 
Death. 

Qufcne. And hecre’s to right our gentle-hearted 
£ in g- 

Torke . Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God, 

My Souie fl/es through thefe wounds, to feeke out thee# 
Queone.OS with his Hcad,and fee it on Yorke Gates, 
So Torke may oucr-looke the Towne of Yorke# 

Flourifi). Exit. 

A March . Enter Edward, Richard , 
and theit' power. 

Edward . I wonder how our Princely Father fcap’c: 

Or whether he be fcap’c away ,or no, 

From Cliffords and Nor thumber lands purfuit ? 

Had he been ta’nc 3 wc fhould haue heard the newes; 

Had he beenc flaine,we fhould haue heard the newes.: 

Or had he fcap’t,me thinkes we fhould haue heard 
The happy tidings of his good efcapc. 

How fares my Brother? why is he fo fad? 

Richard . I cannot ioy,vntill I be refolu’d 
Where our right valiant Father is become. 

I law him in the Battaile range about. 

And watcht him how he tingled Clifford forth. 

Me thought he bore him in the thickeft troupe, 

As doth a Lyon in a Heard.of Neat, 

Or as a Bcare cocompafs'd round with Dogges: 
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£ ho hau ‘°g P*n<*t a fcw.and made the*. — 

The reft ftand all aloofe,and barke at K 
So far’d out Father with his Enemies ' m * 

So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father- 
Me thinkes ’tis prize enough to be hij s 
See how the M#rning opes her goldenr? nC ' 

And takes her farwcll of the gloriom c, tCJ » 

How well refembles it the prime of Youth'* 
Trimm'd like a Yonker, prauncing to h is L * , 

Ed. Dazlemineeycs,ordoc] feeth c 

Rich .Three glorious Sunnes.cachonea" r e,: ’ 
Not feperated with the racking Clouds P ' r ' C<£ * Sl| n! 
But feuer'd in a pole cleare-fliining Skye* 
Sce/ee.they ioync,embrace,and feem e to kiffi, 

As if they vow’d fomc League inuiolablc ’ 
Now arc they but one Lampe.one Light on, c 
In this,the Heauen figures fonje euent 1 * ^ unnc: 

Edward. ’Tis wondrous ftrangc. 

The like yet neuer heard of. * 

I thinke it cites vs(Brother)to the field 
That wce,the Sonnes #f braue Plautagenet 
Each one alreadic blazing by our mecdcs * 

Should notwithftanding ioyne our Light/*,- i 
And ouer-fliine the Eatth.as this ,h« Wo’S*" 1 "' 
What ere it bodes, hencc-forward will I beare 
Vpon myTarguct three fairc Aiming Sunnei 
Richard. Nay.bcare three Daughters-. 

By your leaue, 1 fpeake it, 

You loue the Breeder better then the Male, 

Enter one blowing. 

But what art thou,whofc heauie Lookes fore-tcll 
Some dreadfull flory hanging on thy Tongue t 

Meff. Ahjonethatwasawofulllookeron * 

When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was flaine 
Your Princely Father,and my louing Lord. * 

Edward. Oh fpeake no more, for I haue heard t 0( 
much. 

Richard. Say how he dy’de,for I will heare it all, 
Enuironed he was with many foes, 

And flood againft them, as the hope of Troy 
Againft cheGreckes,that would haue entredTroy, 
But Hercules himfelfe muft yeeld to oddest 
And many ftroakes,though with a little Axe, 

Hewes downe and fells the hardefl-tymber’d Oake, 
By many hands your Father was fubdu’d, 

B it onely flaught’red by the irefull Arme 
Of vn-relenting Clifford ,and the Queene: 

Who crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpight, 
Laugh’d in his face: and when with griefe hewept, 
The ruthleffe Queene gaue him,to dry his Checker, 

A Napkin,ftceped in the harmelefle blood 
Of fwcet young Rutland,by rough Clifford (1 line* 
And after many Iconics, many foule taunts, 

They tooke his Head,and on the Gates of Yorke 
They fet the fame.and there it doth remaine, 

The faddefl fpeffacle that ere I view’d. 

Edward. S weet Duke of Yorke,our Prop to leane vpon, 
Now thou art gone,wee haue no ScajFrno Stay. 

Oh Cltfford,bo yft’rous Clifford thou ha'ft flaine 
The flowre of Europe.for hi* Cheualrie, 

And trechcroufly haft thou vanquifht him. 

For hand to hand he would haue vanquiftu thee. 

Now my Soules Palhce is become a Prifon: 
Ah,would Ihe breakc from hence, that this my body 
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henceforth (hall I ioy againe s 
for ° U h neuer (hall I fee more ioy. 

Ne° et ’ , " ann ot weepe: for all my bodies moyfturc 
r, aes t o quench my Furnace-burning hart: 

’ Scarfe 1 tongue vnloade my hearts great burthea, 
nfe Jne windc that I fhould fpeake withall, 
Filing coales that fires all my brefl, 

I sk . l me vp with flames, that tears would quench, 
And akc , £{re the dcrth of greefe: 

T then for Babes; Blowcs.and Reuenge for mee. 
T S I beare thy name, lie venge thy death, 
a/renowned by attempting it. 

0r ^ His naroe that valiant Dukc ^ atl1 ,C P C w,t ^ tliec: 

n .kedome, and his Chaire with me.is left* 

Nay»*f ‘h® 11 that Princely Eagles Bird, 
chew tiff defeent by gazing 'gainft the Sunne: 
r rhaire and Dukedome, Throne and Kingdome fay, 
Eitherthat is thine, or elfc thou wer’t not his. 

tffreb. Enter Warwick*, "Mar c/ueffe Mount acute t 
and their Army. 

ffqvick} How now faire Lords ? What faire? What 
newes abroad? 

Web. Great Lord of Warwicke,if we fhould tccompt 
Our balefull newes, and at each words deliuerance 
Stab Poniards in out flelh, till all were told. 

The words would adde more anguifh then the wounds. 

0 valiant Lord,the Duke ofYorke is flaine. 

Ih. OWarwicke, Warwicke, that Plantagenel 
Which held thee deercly, as his Soules Redemption, 
j, by the Acme Lord Clifford done to death. 

Mr. Ten dayes ago, 1 drown’d thefe newes in teares. 
\odnowto adde more meafurc to your woes, 

Icotne to tell you things fith then befalne. 

After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 

Whereyour braue Father breath’d his latcft gaspc, 
Tydings, as fwiftly as the Poftcs could runne. 

Were brought me of your Loffe, and his Depart* 

I then in London, keeper of the King, 

Mufler’d my Soldiers, gathered flockes ofFriends, 

Marcht toward S.Albons,to intercept the Qucene, 

Bearing the King in ray bchalfe along: 

For by my Scouts, I w»3 aduertifed 
That (he was comming with a full intent 
Todafh our late Decree.in Parliament, 

Touching King Henries Oath.and your Succefsion: 
ShortTale to make, we at S. Albons met, 

OurBattailcs ioyn’d, and both fides fiercely fought s 
But whether Was the coldneffeof the King, 

Who look’d fall gently on his warlike Queene, 

Thatrobb’d my Soldiers of their heated Spleenc. 

Or whether ’twas report of her fucceffe, 

Or more then common fearc of Cliffords Rigour, 

Who thunders to his Captines,Blood and Death, 

I cannot iudge : but to conclude with truth. 

Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went: 

Our Souldiers like the Night-Owles lazic flight. 

Or like a lazie Threfher with a Flaile, 

•ell gently downe,as if they ftrucke their Friends, 
cheer’d them vp with iuftice of out Caufe, 

With promife of high pay,and great Rewards: 
duf all in vaine, they had no heart to fight, 

And we (in them) no hope to win the day, 

iothat we fled ; the King vnto the Queene, 

ord George, your Brother, Norfolke, and my Sclfe, 


In hafle, poll hafte, arc come to ioyne with you: 

For in the Marches heere we heard you were, 

Making another Head, to fight againe. 

Ed. Where is the Duke of Norfolke,gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England? 

War. Some fix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers, 
And for your Brother he was lately fene 
From your kindc Atjnt Duccheflc ot Stirgundie, 

With ayde of Souldters to this ncedfull Watre. 

Rich.’T'NZs oddevbelike,when valiant Warwick fled; 
Oft haue I heard his praifes in Purfuite, 

But ne’re till now, his Scandall of Retire. 

War. Nor now my Scandall Richard^ doft thouheare: 
For thou (bait know this llrongrighc hand of mine, 

Can plucke the Diadem from faint Henries head, 

And wring the awefull Scepter from his Fill, 

Were he as famous, and as bold in Warre. 

As he is fatii'd for MiJdneffe, Peace,and Prayer. 

Rich. I know it well Lord Warwick,blame me not> 
’Tis loue I beare thy glories make me fpeake: 

But in this troublous time, what’s to be done i 
Shall we go throw away our Coates of Steele, 

And wrap our bodies in blackc mourning Gowne*J 
Numb’ringour Aue-Marics with our Beads ? 

Oc fhall we on the Helmets of our Foes 
Tell our Deuorion with reuengefull Armes ? 

If for the Iaff, fay I, and to it Lords. 

War. Why therefore Warwick cameto feekyou out. 
And therefore comes my Brother Triountague : 

Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queene, 

With Clifford , and the haughtNorthumbcrland, 

And of their Feather, many moe proud Birds, 

Haue wrought the eafic-melting King, like Wax. 

He fwore confent to your Succeflion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 

And now to London all the crew are gone, 

Tofruflrate both his 03tb,a«d whatbefide 
May make againft the houfe of Lancafter. 

Theirpower (I thinke)is thirty thoufand ftrong: 

Now, if the helpe of Norfolke,and my felfc. 

With all the Friends that thou braue Earle ofMarch, 
Among’ft the louing Welflhmen can’ft procure. 

Will but amount to flue and twenty thoufand. 

Why Via, to London will we march. 

And once againe, beflride our foaming Steeds, 

And once againe cry Charge vpoft our Foes, 

But neuer once againe turne backe and flyc. 

Rich. I, now me thinks I heare great Warwick fpeak; 
Ne’re may he Hue to fee a Sun-fbine day, 

That cries Retire, if Warwicke bid him flay. 

Ed. Lord Warwicke, on thy (houlder will I leane. 
And when thou failft(as God forbid the houre) 

Muft Edward fall, which pcrill heauen forefend. 

War. No longer Earle of March,but Duke of Yorke; 
The next i 4 egree,is Englands Royall Throne: 

For King of England {halt thou be proclaim’d 
In euery Burrough as wc paffe along. 

And he that throwes ndt vp his cap for ioy. 

Shall for the Fault make forfeit of his head* 

King Edward, Valiant Rjchard Mount ague ; 

Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renowne, 

But found the Trumpets,and about ourTaske. 

Rich. Then Clifford , were thy heart as hard as Steele, 
As thou haft fhewheit flintieby thy deeds, 

I come to pierce it, or to giue thee mine* 

Ed. Then ftrike vp Drums,God and S.Georgc for vs 
_p War 
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